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Work Text:
Andrew didn't know when his feelings went from normal to decidedly abnormal. In fact, he wasn't sure whether they were ever normal at all. When had he and Ashley ever had the chance to be normal, anyway?

"That's your sister, yeah?" The boy standing next to Andrew asked. He couldn't be bothered to remember his name, despite the fact that they were supposed to be friends.

He held back a sigh. "Yeah, that's Ashley," Andrew replied. He was glad that the high school was right across the street from the middle school — it made it a lot easier to pick her up after school every day.

His friend grinned. "She's not what I expected," he said, and Andrew bristled at the tone.

Yeah, he knew his sister was hot. He also knew she tended to flaunt it, despite only being in eighth grade. What a fucking brat. Ashley had, thankfully, not noticed him yet, and was leaning on the tree in the lawn, looking down at her shoes.

It was always interesting to watch Ashley when he wasn't around. They didn't get many chances to be away from each other, after all. Not that he'd let her anyway, but it was easy enough when she didn't like being away from him, either. When they were together, she was so full of life. She had a bit of a mean streak, but she was loud, brash, fun. She lit up his world in vivid colors when she was next to him.

When she was by herself, though, she always seemed to be so dim. He'd known for a long time that she didn't really have any friends. Ashley always claimed she didn't need anyone but him, so she didn't care, and Andrew secretly reveled in that fact. Still, Andrew had always expected her to be the same with everyone else in certain ways. Still be brash, fresh, and obnoxious.

Instead, it was always like she wanted to disappear when Andrew wasn't around. It probably wasn't a good thing that the simple sight made him smile.

Remembering what he was doing, he shot the boy next to him a look. "Back the fuck off," he said, crossing his arms.

That was normal, yeah? Older brothers didn't usually want their friends leering at their little sister — especially when she was still in middle school. That had to be a normal reaction. Judging by the way his friend laughed awkwardly, Andrew figured he was in the clear.

When had his feelings shifted like this, he wondered? Maybe they really had been like this all along. The idea of anyone coming near his sister like that made his blood boil in his veins. She was his, and more importantly, if he couldn't touch her like that, nobody else fucking would.

"Andy!" Ashley called, waving as she started walking over. Without thinking, he gave his sister a smile, raising his own hand a bit.

"Let's go home, Leyley," he replied, holding his hand out for her. She grabbed it in her own, lacing their fingers together with a smile.

Like this, they could pretend they were just… close siblings. Still normal — still just average, reasonable siblings who cared about each other when their parents simply didn't. Ashley certainly never seemed to think anything was off about the way they interacted, but Andrew supposed that wasn't exactly a good measurement.

The boy next to him raised an eyebrow at their intertwined fingers, but just raised his hand in goodbye. "Catch you later, man," he said, walking off without another word. Good riddance.

Ashley squeezed his hand. "What are we having for dinner tonight?" She asked, tugging him along in the direction of their shitty apartment. "I'm starving."

She probably had to skip lunch again and just didn't want to say it, Andrew read between the lines. Ashley, for all her bravery and big mouth, had a lot of trouble sitting in a cafeteria when the whole school was against her. Back when he was in eighth grade and they could share their lunches, it wasn't so bad — nobody was going to say shit to her when he was around, anyways. Andrew's mild popularity was useful like that.

But now that he was in the high school and not around to keep her company, Andrew knew that meant nobody would even give her the time of day. Unless, of course, it was to ask about him, to which Ashley would throw a fucking fit about. And nobody wanted to deal with Ashley when she was throwing a fit.

Going home like this was a reprieve for her. Andrew squeezed her hand back, trying to rid himself of the image of that other boy staring at her up and down. Nobody was going to touch Ashley like that. Nobody should even look at her like that.

Whatever, Andrew thought. He needed to keep it together. When had he gotten so weird about her? This was his sister, and for all the things they've done together, she was the one constant in his life — just as he was her one constant. Keeping it together was important. He couldn't bear the thought of separation, somehow.

"Who says I'm cooking?" He asked, trying to keep his head on straight.

Unfortunately, Ashley lit up at this. "Oh, has my wonderful big brother decided to treat me to pizza? My, how lucky am I!"

All he could do was shake his head. He knew this song and dance a little too well — he'd say no, she'd somehow get him to cave, and they'd end up getting whatever she wanted.

Somehow, he couldn't find it in him to be that bothered by it.

Maybe it was earlier than that. Maybe it was when he'd first laid eyes upon his new sibling, freshly taken home from the hospital, staring into her eyes with wonder.

"This is your little sister," their mother had said, sounding exhausted and done with life. "Take good care of her, okay, Andrew?"

Little Andrew could only nod, reaching out a hand hesitantly towards her. Ashley's little hand came out from behind the swaddle of blankets, reaching back towards him already. Their parents cooed at the exchange, and Andrew felt something inside him shift, as early as two.

From there, things could only get better.

It didn't get any better. In fact, it somehow got worse as the years went on.

As Ashley entered high school, she got more brazen. She'd never cared about privacy in the small room they shared, but it got worse once she hit puberty. Andrew had always known his sister was going to be beautiful — even her cute face as a child showed the signs. Age only did her kindness in that respect; her chest growing larger than he'd ever anticipated and her clothing growing more provocative the more she realized it would get her.

Of course, she also loved teasing Andrew, which made him want to die. She changed in front of him constantly, asked for his opinions on lingerie that she definitely should not be showing to anyone else or he'd kill them, slept in practically nothing. It was as wonderful as it was completely and totally infuriating.

How was he supposed to pretend he held no interest in his sister if she kept acting the way she did? But of course, bringing it up to her was neigh impossible. Ashley would take the mere thought and run away with it, bitch that she was.

And with Ashley getting worse, Andrew got worse, too.

It was so easy — she made it so easy. She always wanted his attention, his eyes on her, so it wasn't hard to get what he wanted, too. At night, when their parents were too loud, he could pretend he'd been woken up from a nightmare and crawl into bed with her. Saying no was never even a question for her; whether it be letting him slip under her covers and into her arms, letting his hands roam when they were cuddling, or anything else Andrew felt like pushing.

He tried to hold it back when they were around their parents, but every time their mother said something rude to Ashley, he couldn't help how he reacted. It was his job to protect her, damn it, and he wished that was the only feeling that made him act the way he did.

Sometimes, it felt like everyone knew.

So he tried to branch out. Ashley wouldn't like him bringing home other women, but he could certainly get his needs met somewhere. If the girls all happened to look like his sister, nobody ever had the balls to comment on it, anyway. If he asked them to always tie their hair up when they were fucking, like Ashley always wore hers those days, that was between him and whatever deity might be out there scowling at him from above.

That made things worse, because of course it did. When it came to Ashley, nothing could ever be easy. She hated each and every woman he came into contact with, and while he'd get irritated at her for getting in the way, he couldn't deny that he loved how possessive she got after he came back home. How she'd demand his attention and affection, making sure she was nearby for the rest of the night. Andrew relished in those moments, and he got to get himself off in the process, so he couldn't complain too much.

And when it came to him starting college? Their mother had been so hopeful he'd choose somewhere far, far away, but Andrew would never even dream of it. Not that Ashley would let him anyway.

When he'd stayed close enough to home that he could still live at their tiny ass apartment, Ashley's relief was palpable — and louder than their mother's disappointment.

Even as they got older, though, their parents never bothered to try and move somewhere with an extra room for one of them. They couldn't bother, just hoped instead the age would give them some more distance. Instead, they just continued growing closer. Andrew pretended he hated it — and sometimes, he honestly fucking did — he never did anything to outright stop her.

What Ashley wanted, Ashley got. Andrew had lived with her long enough to know it.

"Are we ever going to talk about?"

Andrew blinked, looking down at Ashley sprawled out on the couch. She was using his lap as a pillow, as she often did, and his hand had somehow found its way into her hair. What else was new. However, her question was sudden — they'd just been watching the news, nothing was even happening. He'd been zoning out for the better part of twenty minutes if he had to guess.

"Talk about what?" He asked, not sure if he really wanted to hear the answer. It was never a good sign when Ashley started a conversation like that.

Her lips curled into a sly smile, and Andrew cringed internally. Yeah, that wasn't a good start at all. However, his eyes lingered on her lips, watching them carefully even as she started speaking.

"The vision of course, stupid," she said with a laugh. When Andrew froze, she took advantage and sat up, leaning into him so their noses were almost touching. "You know, you shouldn't hide things from your precious little sister. It's not very nice."

Andrew regained enough control over himself to snort at that, at least. "Fuck off," he replied, words coming out more wobbly than he would've liked. He was used to being close to Ashley, but not usually when she was talking about them fucking.

The very idea should repulse him. That was his little sister — he'd practically raised her. And yet, for far, far too long, his thoughts had not been anything even close to the realm of platonic. The only thing that had kept him sane was the thought that Ashley herself wasn't interested. But now…

Ashley laughed lightly, one of her hands landing comfortably on his upper thigh. He hated the way his cock twitched in interest immediately on contact. "Aaaandy," she purred, and Andrew's scowl grew. "Andrew. My Andrew. Don't you want to discuss what we saw?"

No, he absolutely did not want to discuss jack shit. How many years had he spent keeping that close to his fucking chest? How many years had he made sure that absolutely nobody would ever know, the terrible secrets he harbored?

It didn't matter that he'd been having dreams like that for the better part of his life. It didn't matter that their parents were now dead, that now they were on the run for likely a very, very long time. This was still his last line of defense — that Ashley didn't want it, and therefore, he couldn't go there.

How long had it been since his feelings had warped into whatever the hell they were now? How many years had he been harboring these desires? Andrew couldn't even remember. Too many years. He barely knew where he started and she began, sometimes. Sex would only make that worse.

Ashley's grin only grew when he didn't respond, spreading out wide over her face. Instead of saying anything at first, she just climbed onto his lap completely, hands coming up to rest lightly on his shoulders.

Andrew forced himself to swallow.

"It's no good keeping secrets from your precious little sister," she repeated, lips practically touching his. Andrew looked away, but he already knew this was a losing battle.

Much as he wanted to pretend he didn't want this, now that Ashley had finally decided to go there, his self-restraint wasn't going to last long. He'd wanted her for too many years to very well so no when she was practically begging for it.

Slowly, his hands came up to her waist, fingers lightly resting on her hips. He didn't miss the way she shivered at the contact. Adorable. Even if she hadn't been quite open about the fact that she was a virgin, Andrew wouldn't have ever let someone else take this. She was his, and his alone.

"You really wanna go there?" He asked, raising an eyebrow. He didn't have too much in him to resist. Ashley was on top of him, and there was no longer anything stopping them.

Had there ever been? Andrew wasn't sure anymore. The longer Ashley was touching him, the more his feeble attempts at saying no were getting flushed down the drain.

Ashley's cat-like smile only grew. "Dear brother, I've wanted to know all week what you thought of that vision. Don't play dumb with me."

He shook his head. It wasn't worth the time it would take to explain that he wasn't playing fucking stupid — he just wanted her to be sure of this. But as always, what Ashley wanted, Ashley got. He wasn't stupid enough to think otherwise. Maybe he should curse the demon out for putting this shit in her head, but at this point he was far past caring.

"Ashley," Andrew said, closing his eyes. He leaned his forehead onto her, and tried not to snicker when he heard her breath catch. Maybe he didn't succeed, but he did ignore her calling him a bitch for it.

For a moment, though, he paused. If he said these things to her — what she no doubt wanted to hear — there was no coming back from this. There was, of course, no coming back from the murder, or the cannibalism, but this was a line that could never be uncrossed. Forever, he'd know what his little sister felt like while he was inside of her. How she tasted, how she moaned. He'd never be able to un-know that.

But when he opened his eyes again, Ashley was looking at him with honesty. Her eyes were wide, and she almost looked nervous. She was terrified to be rejected when she'd made it this far.

Almost on instinct, Andrew's fingers gripped into her hips a little harder. A reminder that he was there, and he wasn't going somewhere.

Against his better judgment.

"There hasn't been a day I haven't wanted to fuck you since we were teenagers," he finally told her, heaving out a great sigh. This was going to simultaneously be the best and worst day of his life.

He knew that Ashley would become insufferable as soon as he let this slip — as soon as he confessed this to her, among other things. It wasn't even just necessarily that they wouldn't be able to come back to normal from this, though when it came to the two of them? They'd never known normal a day in their fucking lives.

Ashley's smile was blinding. If it were any other situation, Andrew would've called it beautiful.

"I knew it!" She exclaimed. Without really meaning to, she shifted on his lap, and Andrew's fingers dug into her hip bones at the movement. He'd been hard from the moment she sat down, and he knew she knew, which made it worse. "You chose me! You did!"

Despite the situation they were in, Ashley sounded genuinely happy about this development. Any willpower Andrew had was quickly evaporating. It was rare, these days, to see her quite so… excited. Even if what she was excited about was her older brother wanting to fuck her brains out, he'd take whatever he could fucking get at this point. He just liked seeing her happy.

"How many times do I have to tell you?" He asked, trying to scowl and failing miserably. Ashley's hands had moved to cup his cheeks, cool to the touch. Andrew couldn't help but lean into them, enjoying the way her skin felt against his own. "Yes, you dumbass. Are you happy now?"

They both knew the answer to that. No matter how many times Andrew told her that he'd choose her, she'd never take it to heart. His thumbs were rubbing circles into her hips, stalling him on trying to say anything more.

When she didn't say anything to his question, Andrew took a deep breath. "Why did you want to talk about this?" He asked, trying maybe a bit too hard to get things back on some semblance of a track.

There was no track anymore. Ashley had ripped it out from the ground with her bare hands.

She blinked like a deer in the headlights at his question, like she didn't believe she'd actually get this far. Andrew couldn't really believe it, either.

"Do you want to?" She asked, tilting her head to the side.

The question was implied, but he couldn't help but want to tease her a bit. "Do I want to what, Ashley?" Andrew asked, trying to stave off the panic of this was really happening. She squirmed on his lap at the question. Andrew hissed, trying to hold her in place. They hadn't even started anything, and she was already testing his patience. Classic.

Something clearly made her gain back some confidence, and her smile returned. Andrew forced himself to swallow. This was happening.

"Do you want to fuck your little sister senseless, Aaaandy?" Ashley asked, moving to close the distance between their lips.

If Ashley thought she was going to be in control here — like she was everywhere else — she was sadly, sadly mistaken. Andrew instantly took over the kiss, licking his way into her mouth slowly. He knew she'd only ever had one single kiss, back when they were still children and she was insistent they'd be each other's first, so he relished in the fact that he'd be the first person to make her feel like this.

So he kissed her hard, determined to map out the entirety of her mouth with his tongue. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him in as much as she could, and he matched her enthusiasm.

When they finally broke, Ashley was panting heavily, and Andrew's mouth went down to her neck instead. He'd dreamed about this for so long. Without much care if it hurt or not — he had a feeling she'd like it rough, anyways — he bit into her skin, sucking deeply. By the time he was done with her, he wanted to be able to see dark bruises covering the whole of the area.

She moaned, pushing her hands up his shirt so her nails could dig into his back. Mindlessly, she ground down on him, something Andrew very quickly approved of. She felt good against him, even in their jeans.

"Bed," he hissed into her ear. "Now, Ashley." He wasn't going to make them fuck on the couch at a shitty motel for her first time — she deserved somewhat better than that. The bed would have to do. He didn't know how much self-restraint he had to make this decent for her, but he wanted to at least try.

Thankfully, she didn't argue with him for once. Ashley stumbled off of him, clinging to his arm for dear life as she made her way over to the bed. Once they were in front of it, Andrew pushed her down, covering her body with his own almost instantly. His mouth found hers just as quickly.

That didn't last long, however. Andrew had an agenda. With Ashley's legs somewhat danging off the cheap mattress, this wouldn't be too hard. He stripped her of her shorts and socks before she had a chance to protest, tossing them on the floor without care. Pushing her legs apart a bit, he inhaled deeply, looking up at his sister to gauge her feelings.

She was staring down at him, wide-eyed and dazed, a stupid smile on her face. Any doubt or worry he had flown out the window with that one look, and her panties came off next to be tossed haphazardly with her shorts. They were damp already, a fact he took great pleasure in.

Seeing her naked wasn't that abnormal — they'd been sharing a bedroom for their entire lives, after all. But this was the first time that Andrew had ever been this close to her naked pussy. He took a moment to nip at her thigh, hands coaxing her legs over his shoulders so they'd both be more comfortable.

Surprisingly, Ashley was silent. For all her bravado, all her usual quick wit and sarcasm seemed to have disappeared as soon as they were really getting into it. It was almost kind of cute, in its own right.

He wasn't there to waste time, though. Andrew had waited too long for this to take it slow. Without warning, he leaned in, licking a stripe up her folds. She keened, her legs twitching at the sensation. Cute. This wouldn't take long at all, he realized.

That was better. He wasn't liable to last either. It had been too long, and she was the only one he'd ever thought of while inside someone. He'd have to make it count.

Bringing his hand up, his thumb found her clit with relative ease — all that practice helped for something, he figured — and gently began rubbing into it. Ashley ground her hips down against him, hands flying down to grab painfully into his hair as he continued to work at her with his tongue.

She tasted divine. Better than anything he could've dreamed. Ashley fisting his hair, legs shaking on either side of his head, her breathy little moans…it was all painting a picture of something he'd thought about for years on end. He'd never be able to look at her the same again.

"A-Andrew…!" She managed to choke out, his cue that she was almost there.

Switching things up, he moved his mouth to flick at her clit with his tongue while pushing two fingers inside of her. It didn't take her long after that. Her knees came up to squeeze his head; one hand was covering her mouth while the other was frantically pulling his hair for dear life. He let her ride it out, grinding her cunt into him as she shook. Andrew's cock strained painfully against the confines of his jeans as she came on his face.

When Ashley's body finally started to relax, Andrew moved away so he could grin up at her from in between her legs. "Next time," he said, husky and deep, "you're sitting on my face."

A blush spread out across Ashley's face, warming her cheeks. It was, quite frankly, adorable. Now that Andrew could get a look at her, he realized how messy her hair had gotten; strands were falling freely around the blankets, her hair tie halfway off. And it was all because of him.

"Is— is it my turn?" Ashley asked, forcing herself up on her elbows.

Adorable was right. Andrew chuckled lowly. He'd thought about Ashley giving him a blowjob far too many times over the years, but…

"Nope," he said, popping the p. He wiped off his lips with the back of his hand, delighted by the way Ashley's eyes tracked the movement. "I wanna fuck you tonight. We can try that another day."

She narrowed her eyes at him, pouting. "What about what I want?" She sounded like her usual self a bit more, a bit more petulant, and quickly losing the breathlessness to her voice.

Guess he'd have to fix that. Before he said anything, he took off his sweater, tossing it to join the growing pile of clothes on the floor. He tugged her shirt over her head to no complaints from her, followed by her bra. His eyes roved over her skin, drinking in every inch.

In recent weeks, they'd been able to eat at semi-regular intervals again, so neither of them were no longer skin clinging to bones. Andrew had always thought Ashley was fucking hot, but it was nice to see her a bit healthier than their last month in quarantine. Lightly, he let a hand skin her stomach, and he heard her breath catch in her throat.

Her tits, of course, caught his attention next. She'd always described them as awesome, and there was no way he could deny her that. They were perfect. He took his time grabbing each, tweaking her nipples carefully. He smirked up at her, as she glared back down at him, face still bright red.

Ashley's pout grew. "Why am I the only one naked?" She asked, pointing to his jeans still on him.

Andrew shrugged, pulling his cock out from his pants but not bothering to take them off completely. It was fun, he realized, to have so much control over her like this. With what they were doing, he didn't have to give her anything he didn't want to. Anything he gave was something he wanted to do. Anything he didn't? She couldn't force him. She wouldn't even know how to begin trying.

He propped himself up above her, watching her eyes grow wide. "I don't think you're clear on this," he said, pausing once to kiss her softly before continuing. "You're not in control, o' beloved."

Without waiting for a response, he pushed the tip of his cock into her cunt. She was still so wet from her first orgasm, it was a fairly easy slide. Ashley's legs came up around him, trying feebly to pull him deeper into her.

Still trying to get her way, even after what he'd just told her. Adorable was once more the word that came to mind. Too bad for her that Andrew was quite a bit stronger. He held himself above her, not letting himself go any deeper no matter how badly he himself wanted to.

He clicked his tongue at her. "Patience," he whispered into her ear, loving the way she shivered. She bit at his collarbone, deep enough to draw blood, but Andrew still didn't budge. "I can keep this up all day," he said, knowing that was a complete lie.

Even just being inside of her a little was enough to make his self-control waver. Her cunt was trying to pull him in, warm and ready for him. He'd barely stretched her out with his fingers earlier, it didn't matter. She was so eager for him.

"Andy—"

"What was that?" He cut her off, nipping at the shell of her ear.

Ashley hissed. "Andrew, fucking move already, or so help me god—"

Ah, well. It was fun fucking with her while it lasted. Before she could finish her threat, he pushed himself inside until he was all the way inside. Ashley moaned, hooking her ankles behind him, nails digging into his shoulders. He shuddered from the feeling, but wanted more immediately.

Without waiting for her to adjust at all, Andrew started pumping in and out of her, setting a steady rhythm. One of his hands moved from the side of her head to grip her hip instead, coaxing her to move along with him. His thumb pressed deep into her, likely leaving a bruise. Good.

"You feel so fucking good," Andrew bit out. His pace was already getting frantic — he knew he wasn't going to last long.

Ashley couldn't form any words in response, just chanting his name like a mantra, a lifeline. She moved along with him, keeping her legs tightly around him to be sure he never pulled out too far from her. Her hands held onto his shoulders hard.

Andrew's hand on her hip came back up, gripping into her neck in a mockery of a few weeks ago back at their old apartment. His fingers tightened around her throat, and Ashley gasped into it, leaning her weight into his hand the best she could.

He made sure to let off a bit to make sure she could breathe, but was quick to put the pressure back on once he'd watched her take a few lungfuls of air. At the same time, he made sure to keep up the pace of his hips, pushing his cock as deep into her as it could go.

All of her. He'd wanted all of her for so long, and now she was finally his. He didn't give a fuck about anything else anymore. The look in her eyes told him all he needed to know — she was just as far gone as she'd always been.

"Love you, Andy, love you so much." The words came tumbling out of her seemingly out of her control, and he didn't even have the heart to correct her. Ashley was completely out of her goddamn mind.

Her cunt tightened around her, and he grinned as he pressed his thumb into her windpipe. "You gonna come from big brother fucking you?"

Ashley's eyes squeezed shut, her arms wrapping around him to pull him closer as she came. Just like before, he fucked her through her orgasm, knowing he wasn't far behind. The feeling of her clamping down on his cock was too much.

"Fuck," Andrew hissed. "God, Ashley, fuck—"

His hips stuttered as he let himself spill into her, forgetting entirely that he probably should've put on a goddamn condom or at least pulled out. He hissed, cursing as he came. Andrew practically collapsed on top of Ashley, pushing his arms under her so he could hug her properly.

She hugged him back, just as tightly. Her ankles were still locked around him, keeping his slowly softening cock inside of her to the best of her ability.

"You really did that," Ashley said, almost childlike wonder in her voice.

Andrew snorted, burying his nose into her hair. "Sure did," he agreed. There was really no coming back from that, he knew. Not like Ashley would let him.

"Love you," she said, hand slowly petting his back. "Love you, love you, love you. All mine."

He blinked. He'd heard her say both of those things to him enough times, but this felt distinctly different. Of course she loved him — if there was one thing that was always true, it was that Ashley loved him. No matter how awful she was acting, how annoying or bothersome or aggravating. She really did just love him.

And he loved her, too. He'd loved her since the day he'd first laid eyes on her at two years old. Tiny baby Ashley, wrapped up in blankets, peering out at him as if he were the one who'd hung the stars in the sky and not their parents. It was like she'd already known that he'd be the one giving her everything.

He rarely said it back to her. Andrew could probably count on one hand the times he'd done it. Maybe he should get a little better at that, if it meant she would be this pliant all the time.

"Love you," he said softly, breathing her in deeply.

Predictably, he didn't want to talk about it afterward. While there was no coming back from that, it didn't mean Andrew wanted to discuss it immediately afterward. Especially not when Ashley was practically glowing with energy. She looked like a new woman with the way she was smiling at everything.

Well, he couldn't deny he appreciated the ego boost, at least.

"Andrew!" Ashley said, leaning over to rest her cheek on his shoulder. He didn't bother to shove her off, when she was being so… good. "So! Was it everything you dreamed of?"

He should have known. Rolling his eyes lightheartedly, he pushed her a bit. Ashley just laughed, in such good spirits nothing would shake it. It was nice, honestly, to see her like this. "Hm."

She poked him aggressively in the face. "Well?"

Chuckling, he whacked her finger away. "Oh, great Ashley, nobody could ever compare," he said, playing along with her silly game. He didn't know why she loved it so much, but he loved seeing her get so excited.

"Oh?" Her eyes lit up like stars.

Andrew nodded. "'Tis the truth! You were so stunning, with such grace and beauty, I've never seen a more delectable cunt in all my life. And those fat tits you had been telling me about—" Laughing, she threw her hands over his mouth, trying to get him to talk. But oh no, she was getting what she asked for. "—truly surpassed expectations! I am unworthy," he finished, words muffled and Ashley still laughing loudly at him.

"Shut the fuck up! You're right, but oh my god!" Ashley continued to laugh, keeping her hands firmly placed over his mouth.

Andrew grinned, licking her hands until she removed them in a panic. While she was moving, he grabbed her into a hug, tucking her under his chest. She relaxed almost instantly, hugging him back tightly.

"We can't come back from this, you know," he said quietly, once they'd both settled down.

And they really couldn't. He knew that going into it, but he wasn't sure if Ashley fully grasped the reality of it. Andrew had long since known that he wasn't living a life without Ashley. If she was gone, he'd be gone too. Everything they did, they did together. He'd tried the whole living a normal life, but all roads still led back to her.

Ashley probably knew that, he knew rationally. It wasn't like it was a secret that all she'd ever claimed to want was him. But did she really understand it? Andrew wasn't sure, but he needed to be.

She didn't move from his hold, but she did stiffen a bit. "You better fucking not back out now," she said, tightening her hold on him. "Andrew—"

"I'm not going anywhere," he promised. She didn't quite settle, and Andrew winced. He probably should've been more aware of his wording. "Ashley, seriously. I just said we can't come back from that."

That did make her pause. "I don't want to," she said, somewhat petulant. "Andy—" He coughed. "Andrew, fucking whatever, I don't want to. Why don't you believe me?"

Andrew ran his fingers through her hair, starting to lightly untangle it. They'd gotten dressed into pajamas a while ago, but Ashley hadn't bothered to fix her hair after their earlier escapades. It was weird to see it so messy — she'd always been pretty particular about her appearance.

"I do believe you," he said quietly. "I just needed to make sure we're on the same page."

Which, he supposed, was a stupid question. Hasn't the only thing Ashley had asked for was it was just the two of them? That things would only be the two of them? And this, he knew, would make it so there wasn't anything they couldn't do together.

That wasn't a bad thing. Maybe years ago that thought would've terrified him — when he was weaker, when he was still convinced that fitting in and living out a mundane, boring life was the only option he had. Andrew had thought, perhaps stupidly, he could help Ashley that way. He'd bought into the lies his mother had told them; that some distance between them couldn't be anything but a good thing.

But she was wrong, and he'd been wrong, too. He'd never seen Ashley so consistently happy and relaxed. When they were together now, after killing their parents, she'd seemed so free. And when it was just the two of them?

They laughed together just like they used to. It was easy to lose himself in the ease of it. Ashley still was, and always had been, his best friend.

She just… happened to be more than that, now. What was it that he'd said, when they were leaving their apartment for the first time in months? Nothing new under the sun. Ashley had always been more than that.

"The page I'm on," Ashley said, "is that I want to be with you forever, and we'll never need anyone else. But if you don't fucking want that—"

Andrew couldn't help but laugh. "Ashley, I just came inside you. You think I don't?"

She blushed, and he laughed harder. Soon enough, she'd joined him in laughing, though she was cursing at him in between. It didn't take long for the both of them to be in hysterics, practically tangling themselves with their limbs on the shitty couch.

"Fuck off," she finally managed to get out, falling over his lap. It held absolutely no malice; her voice still breathy from laughing so hard. With how small the couch was, it was a bit uncomfortable, but it was whatever.

So long as they were together, Andrew thought, it didn't really matter after all.